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„This is awful, just awful," James complained in low tone while he was busy to fry a large amount of bacon and 
potato wedges for his and Jason's breakfast. "| feel observed all the fucking time, and I'd wish that the little 
tyrants would stop doing this." 


"No chance," Jason whispered. He quickly risked a look at the fridge out of the corners of his eyes without 
moving his head. "They won't give up. We are doomed .. As always. And forever." 


He stood beside James and made pancakes in another frying-pan. The coffee was ready, also the muesli and 


milk, the fresh fruit salad and some bagels and slices of fresh bread. 
Jason gave a deep sigh. 


"Why, the fuck, have you made this staircase for them, James?" he asked, still whispering. "Now they are 


spying on us from the top of the fridge all the time. The little monsters ..' 


"Shshhhl" James immediately hissed. "Don't give them names! You know that we'll have to pay for every 


fucking wrong word." 


He looked at the top of the fridge out of the corners of his eyes, too, using his long blond mane - still ruffled 


from sleep - to veil up his face. 

"You know that there hasn't been another way. Otherwise they won't have stopped to gnaw at our toes, and | 
fucking HATE my toes get gnawed at every fucking morning .. Uh, and you better have a look at your 
pancakes, Jase! Two of them will get burnt, and they don't like them burnt." 


"Fuck!" Jason murmured. 


He hastily got out the just slightly burnt pancakes and some fresh pancake paste into the frying-pan to hide 


his inexcusable carelessness. 
But too late. 


A series of sounding displeased sniffs, coming from the fridge's top, were to be heard. 


Jason's four beloved bunnies and James' only bunny - Jamie Bunny - sat on top of the fridge, watching closely 
the things that were going on inside the frying-pans, the toaster, the coffee-machine and, well, every single 


move of James or Jason. 


James had made them a little spiral staircase beside the fridge, and the bunnies used to hop up to the top of 
the fridge because they didn't want to miss something. James had stuck pieces of plushy carpet on the steps 
of the staircase and the top of the fridge. 


Always the best for his and Jason's bunnies. 

But building the spiral bunny staircase had been an act of self-defense because the bunnies hadn't given up 
gnawing at James‘ and Jason's naked toes. Morning after morning after morning, and so on. The bunnies wanted 
to have a look at everything James and Jason did to prepare breakfast, and - logically - there was no way in 
doing so by sitting on the kitchen floor. The very best viewing place for the bunnies was on top of the fridge. 
They loved to sit there and to stare at their so-called ‘masters’. 


And what was best - the little gnawing wounds on James‘ and Jason's toes slowly got healed. 


Of course, the bunnies always let James and Jason know about their disgust if the pancakes or the scrambled 


eggs didn't look perfectly enough. So, James and Jason had to work hard to do their very best. 


Finally, pancakes, scrambled eggs, fried potato wedges and bacon had got ready, and James and Jason put the 
dishes on the table as fast as possible. The bunnies didn't like cold pancakes. 


In the blink of an eye the bunnies hopped down the plushy spiral staircase then hopped up their little bunny 
chairs at the table. James had made those bunny chairs, too, inclusive the plush carpet on top of them. 


James and Jason sat down at the table, too. James quickly stuffed several pieces of fried bacon inside his 
mouth while grabbing at one of the pancakes at the same time. Jamie Bunny sat on her bunny chair beside 


him and waited to get served small pieces of pancakes with strawberry marmalade on them. 


Jason had to work even faster to get small pieces of still warm pancakes with syrup or cherry-marmalade 
and small amounts of perfectly done scrambled eggs on the four dishes of his bunnies as fast as possible. Not 


to forget the freshly cut carrot sticks and the salad. 


His four bunnies always adored him, but they didn't like to have to wait for their breakfast. Jason quickly 
placed the dishes in front of every bunny. 


Immediately, the bunnies noisily started to eat without staring at their masters any longer. James and Jason 
sighed in relief. 


"We're such idiots," James said while shoveling pancakes, scrambled eggs and bacon onto his dish. Then he 
glanced at Jason. "And lets fucking hope that no Metallica fan will find out about their badass singer and 
bassist being just weak-willed waiter-puppets of five fluffy bunnies." 


Jason gave a muffled groan then swallowed down the pieces of a just slightly burnt pancake inside his mouth. 
He gave a nod and looked at James then he grinned. 


"The ‘Five Fluffy Bunny-Masters Of Puppets’, to be precise, James!" 


